CHAPTER XXVIII
NEVER, within the memory of the oldest inhabit-
ant of Nice, had its men, women and children been
offered, without cost, trouble or anxiety, such a mar-
vellous spectacle. Rumours that something amazing
was on foot began to creep around soon after nine
o'clock when the motor yacht, Joy Bell, ablaze with
lights and decorations, slowly left her moorings in
the Port of Nice and with a long, graceful curve
took up a position a few hundred yards out at sea
from the Jetee Casino Pier and dropped anchor. For
hours a great crowd had been gathered round the
Port watching the preparations, watching the ar-
rival of the guests, watching the brilliant little scene
under the crimson draperies generously pulled on
one side. A dozen large motor boats, also illuminated
and decorated in the fashion of ancient galleys, plied
backwards and forwards from the steps of the Es-
planade, where a score of gendarmes helped other of-
ficials examine the invitation cards and assist to their
places in the boats the stream of guests. The Mar-
quise, an exquisite figure in the costume of a great
lady of the Renaissance with her small group of la-
dies in waiting, all dressed by a great couturiere who
had flown down from Paris only two days before,
moved backwards and forwards amongst her guests
on the yacht, listening to the music and occasionally